

I think at some point I just have to admit to myself that I’m a workaholic. And not in a good way. I don’t think there is such a thing as a healthy workaholic. It’s so easy to get caught up in the grind, that everything else in life falls by the wayside. It becomes addicting, an addiction like any other driven by fear. Fear of losing the job, fear of not having enough money, fear of not meeting someone else's standards of what you should be. Worse than all that though is the fear of not knowing what the hell to do with yourself if your not working. What am I to do if I don’t have someone constantly shoving papers under my nose, telling me to get this shit done by tomorrow, we’re counting on you. It feels good to do work, but it feels fucking awful too. Something had to change. I had to give myself some space and look at myself in a different perspective. I couldn’t keep grinding my life away like this.

Maybe this all came about a little sporadic, a little out of nowhere. And let me tell you work was not happy about it. They’re never happy when someone takes a vacation. When I look back at it from a distance I can see just how toxic that all really is. All I knew was that I couldn’t keep letting that place grind my soul into a fine powder so that some CEO can snort me up during his morning coke routine. I was tired of staring at abstract and meaningless numbers all day. Numbers that didn’t even really exist. I needed something real, something tangible. You know, something I can put my hands on and say; this is real.

Choosing a getaway wasn’t too hard. I think everyone in this office spends a decent chunk of the day lost in their fantasy world of where they want to run off to. Most don’t ever do it though. But as I looked around, as I saw Mark, the old guy who worked at the same position for fifteen years never taking a day off, did I really want that to be me. Hell fucking no. It was time to get the fuck out of here. I always wanted to go to Colorado, I loved the nature of the place. But I also love warm weather, and I hate the cold. Colorado would have been my first choice. Instead I decided on Miami. It was only like a two hour flight from the city, and much much warmer.

I told none of my coworker about the trip I planned. It wouldn’t be prudent. They’d all just tell me what a mistake I was making, especially this time of year. I’d practically be killing any shot at a promotion this year, that’s what they’d say. But I didn’t care about a promotion right now. What I cared about was connecting to myself, connecting to something real.

I hate airports. But what can you do, if I’m gonna go I need to get on a plane and fly the fuck on out of this city. This heartless city, looking to eat up any poor soul for a profit. Yeah, Miami sounded real nice in the face of that. The sun, the drinks, the beach. Pretty women walking on the sand in bikinis. Now that sounded like something. Something I wanted real bad.

I stood in line, waiting impatiently to get through airport security. I’m not usually impatient, but the whole thing made me real nervous. I don’t know why, I don’t have anything to hide. But it makes me feel inhuman, lined up like cattle waiting to be scanned. Well, let them scan me I guess. They can get a good glimpse of my cock. I always make it a point to get a nice hard erection before they body scan me. You gotta show them who’s in charge. And if you get chosen for a random pat down, then all the better. It’s not as hard to get an erection in an airport security line as you might think. The women all wear their black skin tight leggings, just wanting to be comfortable for the ordeal. Tights that shape their fat asses real nicely. I stood in the metal tube, my hands above my head, my dick twitching a bit between my legs.

“You can step forward,” said security.

I walked on through to the otherside, and went to grab my things off the conveyor belt. I guess no pat down this time. What a shame. Maybe it’s a bit fucked, but it helps me deal with the anxiety. I slid my belt back through the loops and tightened it.

Everyone says you should arrive at the airport two hours early. I don’t want to be waiting here any longer than absolutely necessary. I really push it with my arrivals but I haven't had any problems yet. I boarded the plane and took my seat. So far no one has sat down next to me. Maybe I hit the jackpot. I really hoped no one showed up, then I could relax and take up all the space I need. Plane naps are already the worst naps, with someone squishing you all up, it’s much worse. That’s right just keep walking, I thought to myself as the other passengers moved down the aisle toward their seats. A woman stopped next to my seat, checking the posted numbers.

“I’m over here,” she called out to someone. The woman tossed her bag into the overhead and took the empty seat next to me. Damn it. I never get it all to myself, why do I even bother dreaming. I slunk down in my seat, kind of moping like a child. I knew I was being a bit petty and spiteful. She was a big woman. A nice curvy body all the same though. Pretty face. Real wide hips.

The plane took off and I wasn’t feeling much better. Still a bit anxious. Still unsettled and unwell. I needed something to distract myself, and I wasn’t feeling comfortable enough for a nap.

“You traveling alone too?” I asked the woman next to me. I figured talking might help. And it was a short flight anyway. So if things got awkward we’d only have to sit in silence for another hour anyway. Not so unbearable.

“Oh no, I’m here with my husband,” she said.

“Couldn’t get seats next to each other?” I asked.

She laughed, “No it’s not that, he doesn’t like sitting next to me on flights.”

I thought that was kind of odd. Who wouldn’t want to sit next to their wife, especially when the alternative was some stranger, could be any weirdo. And that would also mean their wife could end up next to any weirdo. Like me, for instance.

“If I’m being honest, I don’t really get that,” I said.

“I take it your not married,” she said.

I shook my head.

“Give it five years and you’ll get it.”

I adjusted myself in the seat so body was turned facing her, “I don’t know. I like napping on planes. If you were my wife...well you look like you’d make for a good pillow.”

“Thank...you...I think,” she said.

“I meant it in the best possible way,” I said.

She shrugged her shoulders, “I suppose if you want you can use me as a pillow till we land.”

“Are you serious?” I asked.

“Sure, I’d be happy to help.”

“What’s your name by the way?” I asked.

“Meghan.”

“Thank you, Meghan.”

I decided to take Meghan up on her offer. No way I was going to let that pass by. A chance for a decent nap on a plane, I guess I did end up hitting the jackpot. I shifted my body over toward her. Leaning my head against her body. She was so soft. I was definitely right, she made a great pillow. Her husband was an idiot, he had no idea what he was missing. I guess some people forget just how good they have it. Focusing too much on things that don’t matter. I spent so much time lost in the abstract world of corporate numbers, no way I was going to take this for granted. A little touch goes a long way. I think maybe when people have it so easily, they forget that. I didn’t forget that. Feeling her long hair brush against me, I did not forget that. Part of me wanted to know what it would have been like to rest my head upon her large breasts. That’s the thing about women her size, their breasts so full and inviting. I closed my eyes, thinking a bit about her body. We didn’t say anything more to each other. I felt myself slipping away into a slumber, finally able to relax for the first time on this trip. Things started to look up for me. Maybe this was the right decision after all.

The plane landed and we were ready to disembark. Truthfully I had been awake for about twenty minutes. But kept my eyes shut and head resting on Meghan. It was great getting to sort of cuddle up next to her like that. I think this was the first flight I wasn’t in a rush to get up and leave.

Meghan shrugged her shoulders, “Time to wake up,” she said. I really didn’t want it to end but I had no choice. As she got up to leave, I figured I would just go for it. I didn’t have any plans for my trip. And usually the first day of any trip I spend it recuperating in my hotel room.

“So where are you staying?” I asked.

When she told me the name of her hotel, I couldn’t believe it. We were going to be staying at the same place. Everything was coming together nicely. I guess this is what happens when you follow your gut. It all starts to link up real well.

“After we both get settled into our rooms, do you wanna meet at the bar?” I asked. It was worth a shot. It would be nice to have already made a friend on this trip.

“Sure, that sounds like fun,” said Meghan. 
 

I was excited and couldn’t wait to meet up with her. Maybe I was too excited. But it has been awhile since I had a drink, hung out, and talked. Awhile since I let myself relax. Yeah I’ve gone out with coworkers, but that’s all part of the game. Part of what you do to remain in the social circle, so you’re not left behind, while everyone brags about the deals they made or some other bullshit. I quickly put my belongings away. Stuffing the drawers with clothing, the bathroom with toiletries. I can work out the fine details later. I hopped in the shower, taking a few minutes to clean off. I had to get all the nasty sweat off me somehow. I did take some time to get ready. I chose Miami so I didn’t have to get all dressed up. But I kind of wanted to impress her. I wasn’t relaxing on the beach just yet. I got out a button up and put on a tie. Chose one my favorite watches to put on. The kind of outfit that let you know I worked on wall street. It does feel silly wearing this costume sometimes, but I guess it is what I am.

I went down to the bar and scoped the place out, seeing if she was there yet. I didn’t spot her. Just a couple of vacationers enjoying cocktails, keeping their voices down. I took a seat at the bar.

“What can I get for you,” said the bartender.

“I’m good for now. I’m waiting for somebody.”

“You got it champ.”

I couldn’t help but think she might not show. What if she got caught up in something. We didn’t exchange numbers, so this was my only shot at seeing her, unless we managed to run into each other by chance. I was getting a little nervous. Even if she didn’t show I know I’d still enjoy myself. Grab a drink and just relax. It still wouldn’t be a bad day. Much better than sitting in the office and working like a slave.

Luckily my worries were unfounded. There came Meghan approaching the bar, approaching me. And damn did she look beautiful. She had on this long dress, low cut. Meaning her cleavage was showing, and she had a lot of cleavage to show. Her hair was done up nice, curly, not all over the place like on the plane. So this was why she took so long to get here. I’m okay with that. If she makes herself this beautiful she can take all the time she wants. It’s worth the wait.

“Hey,” I shouted from the bar, waving her over.

Meghan came over and took the seat next to me.

“You look really good,” I said.

“Thanks, I figured since you put up with my bedraggled looking self on the plane, I could give you a better taste of what I really look like.”

“It wasn’t that bad,” I said.

“Yes it was,” she laughed.

“Okay, maybe it was. That’s what I like about airports, nobody tries to hide it. Our airport selves are who we really are.”

“Maybe the airport would make a good first date, if you can stand each other in that hell hole, maybe you’ve got a chance.”

The bartender came over and took our order. I got a highball and Meghan ordered a martini. We sipped our drinks and swapped stories.

“I’ve been asking for a vacation for years, and now here we are and we’ve got to spend it around his in-laws,” said Meghan.

“That sucks,” I said.

“You have no idea,” she placed her hand on my thigh, “Let me tell you a secret,” she said. She leaned in close to my ear, “They fucking suck,” she whispered. We both broke out laughing.

I placed a hand over hers, “sounds like you could really use a break.”

“I really could,” she gave my leg a squeeze.” There was no mistaking it, we both could use some relaxation, a little stress relief.

“If you want, we can head back to my room, this way you don’t have to worry about running into them,” I said.

“That sounds like a perfect idea.”

I haven’t even made it to the beach yet and this was already shaping up to be the best vacation I’ve taken.

“Make yourself comfortable,” I said.

Megahn climbed on the bed, reclining herself back. I hoped on up to join her, crawling over to where she lay.

“You’re a really good pillow,” I said.

“Am I?”

“Yeah, but I really wanted to lay my head on your breasts, not so much your shoulders.”

“Aw, I wish you would have told me,” she said.

Meghan reached into her dress, pulling her tits out, “I have no problem with that.”

Damn they looked even nicer out of the dress. I placed my hand on them, giving her a feel.

“Are they what you imagined.”

“Even better,” I lifted one up to my mouth, sucking on her nipple.

“You really did want these, didn’t you.”

“Since you sat down next to me.” I switched my mouth over to the other one. My fingers pinching her nipple.

“Don’t forget about my lips,” she said, lifting my chin up to her face.

“I wouldn’t dare,” I held to the back of her head and brought her in for a kiss. Bringing my leg over her body, mounting on top of her. Our tongues found the other’s. My hands ran along her flesh, Meghan reached behind me tugging at my shirt, lifting it over my head. Her hands pressed against my chest as I fought closer to her lips.

I slid the dress off her body. Dying to see all of her. To have her completely naked on the bed. Her tits touched by my hand, her tongue being sucked by my mouth. I reached down feeling her pussy getting wet behind her panties.

“Fuck,” moaned Meghan, “My husband doesn’t even do this anymore for me.”

“Well anytime you need it, just stop by,” I said.

“I think I’m gonna need it a lot this trip.”

“I’m good with that.” I pushed at her knees, and took her panties off. Spreading her legs open for me.

“Does he do this for you,” I said, bringing my face between her legs.

“He doesn’t do shit.”

“More for me, I guess.”

I stuck out my tongue and licked her clit. Meghan grinded her hips, pressing against my face, riding me for her pleasure.

“Fucking damn, he definetly can’t do that.”

I had her right where I wanted her, squirming with sexual delight. Loving the licks my tongue placed on her clit. Her pussy lubed itself up, soaking in her juices. I teased a finger into the entrance getting a feel for her warmth.

“Can I get a look at that ass?” I asked, my hands gripping her thighs.

“Of course, it is my best feature.”

Meghan got on her knees and turned around. Her head resting on the bed, her fat ass sticking up. And damn it was one fat ass. I gave it a jiggle. So meaty. So much it could just swallow a cock up. And I planned on it doing just that. Meghan reached back and spread her ass.

“You ready to stick it in for me baby.”

“You know it,” I slapped her ass, her plump booty bouncing back.

I removed my boxers. Taking my hard cock into my hand and saddling up behind her. Gliding my cock over her wet pussy and between her cheeks, hungry for some fucking. I shoved the tip in. Grabbed her hips, and pulled her back onto my cock. Her pussy eating its way down the shaft to my pelvis.

“Fuck your big,” she cried out.

I pulled back and plunged in deeper. Our bodies slapping together. Her ass bouncing off me. My fingers gripped tight to her ass. Pulling her back and pushing her forward while I thrust my hips. My cock slick from her pussy, penetrating deeper and deeper.

Her ass jiggled and her tits bounced to the rythm of our fucking. This was what she needed, what she begged me for. Her husband didn’t fuck her like this. Didn’t get dirty with her like she wanted. She needed a big cock ramming inside her tight pussy. A man to handle that fat ass and her husband just couldn’t cut it for her anymore.

“Ohh, you’re gonna make me cum...don’t...don’t stop.”

I had her on the edge, wanting to explode. Her pussy pushing against my thrusts, gripping tight. She spread her knees out wide, fucking back. She clutched the pillow in front of her, squeezing it to her chest. Her moans echoed in the hotel room. Echoed until her legs shook, and she collapsed down from relief. I gave her ass another spank.

“Damn…”

Meghan flopped over and pulled me down. Bringing her lips to mine. I wrapped my legs around her body, hugging her close.

“If you have any problems, you just come see me, okay,” I said.

“I’ve got dinner with the in-laws tonight, I think I’ll be seeing you again later.”

“You know where to find me,” I said.

We layed next to each other for a bit, before Meghan got up to shower. Before having to return to her husband and family. Not that it mattered. I knew she would be back. We would both be here for two weeks and had plenty of time to spend with each other. And to think my vacation hasn’t even started yet. I think we might have to spend a day at the beach. I’m dying to see that ass in a bikini. The best vacations are the ones when the plans make themselves.
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